Jl Beatrice Carew

lock. I poised mysell for the rush, my
heart beginning to throb, my muscles
tense in eagerness of action. 1 waited
a second, fearful he might venture one
more glance, t leaped silently across
to the curb, and gripped the crank of

the machine. . ;
It had to be accomplished with one
whi and it was. At the sudden
reverberation the slumbering chanffeur
came to life nrpping out a volley of
oaths before he fairly had his eyes open.
“Here you!" or sternly,
shoving the muszzle of a revolver into
his face. “Btay where you are.”
She was at the side door and u@ed
it. With one step I slipped in beside
her, and thrust the barrel hard m
the fellow’s neck. * Straight 1
oo

and dnve fast.”
He shot one freightened
back at me, caught the gleam of steel,
and turned on ihe power. he taxa
shot forw: flinging us both back
i the cushions. 1 caught one
;meﬁ.e of the men in the restaurant

i to their feet, and the startled
face of tﬁc newsboy as we whirled madly
past his stand. I could not see the
policeman, but heard his revolver bark
twice, mingled with- & ecommand to
hait. Then we were out of the light
plungi recklessly along beside the
car traci;."

“Which way?” 1 asked the fgure

e me.

“First turn to the left,”” she replied
breathlessly. “They cannot us;
have the man drive slower.”

I gave the order, and the fellow

obeyed, screwing his head around in

ageyesén to look behind. Evidentl

the sound .ofad n };:nm,s voice
courage.
implored, *“have

tly reviv
‘Say, Miss,” he
that fellow take his gun away. I
ain't goin' to play no trick on you."”
) o e A s
“You will ve just as we say?
she asked. “I know the city.”
“Sure; we git used to sorts o'
rum affairs running night cabs. I
don't care where you go, so I ?‘t paid,
only,” his voice sorrowful, “I lost a
matter o' seven dollars leavin' those
guys back there.”
41 ]p.ny their bill, as well as :‘liﬁ
own,” said convincingly. “It

g

worth your while to drive as we
quiet about it.
revolver is here,
1 him
ou wish 1o go, Mademotselle.”
fﬂ.ned forward, her face to the

o= r
y don’t fo 1
and I know how to use it.

where
_Bhe

Charlotte Husseylgrl-l-:znce to win iﬁaring ths _nu'er.lcmn o1 ol VL.
Iost sveek will take
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sibility never occurred to me.”
. 1 grant that; merely a flash of
mtuition with which they say ml¥ sex
is endowed,” she admitted. “But I
contend the execution was far the more

im t-!,

: . :‘f silence,
and, in the flashing past a street
i t,luughglngﬁtppaeofhwhoe,
a swift, tantalizing glim

“But you have not
moiselle?”

“Told you what? If there be any
secret 1 know it not.”

“But vou heard what I said to the
chauffeur?”

“Only a part—a mere jumble of
street names.”

Sl:el dr‘ew a quick hmh, leaning
slight lorward, one hand grasping
the wryndo'w frame in front.

_ “We are going to where your machine
is stored,” she answered, mn low voice,
not al v. ‘“When we Ect
there you must sssume command.”

“To the hangar!” and 1 could not
restrain an aceent of exultation. *“You
will go with me Mademoiselle?”

What else is there I could do?”
she asked gravely. “1 could not leave
you to wander ut alone, I—I1 had
no choice left, but to trust you.”

“I am cruel enough to rejoice,” I
and placed my hand upon hers.
that s mot mnice. I
said ‘trust J‘ou'; I meant your courtesy
our consideration. Please underslun_ti

am not afraid ghpﬁul}y; that is
not it at all. Under ordinary condi-
zi‘ons %lvmuid weleome i.he exut:&ent

such an experience; I enjo;
chances. In one sense 1 haveycnjo;‘:ﬁ
our adventures tonight. Perhaps I
am of a strange nature, alto
too unéonventional, but I am what I
am. This is not an apology, only an
explanation.” BShe laughed again, her
eyes flashing scross to mine in a passing
fLm of light. “So that is not my
ear at all,” she went on, giving me

no opportunity to interrupt, or protest.
“The pbyuin& danger irl::'olv gives
me no ConCETN. You are an expert
aviator, Monsieur, and I can trust
you fuily on that score. It is some-
£ vastly different :R:eh mskes
me itate. Do you ize what I
risk, Monsieur, by such an indiscretion?
1 ln;! ceven forfeit your own respect.”

“How can you say that? or even
dream-such a thing?™

“Beeause I know something of
human nature,” she returned regret-
fully. *“No, listen; you have ventured

m me, Made- sb

“Do you know where we are?”

“ Nearing Fifty-ninth Street; we shall
turn east in 8 moment toward the lake.
Your Iunlpr is not far from the shore?"”

“No; 1 could see water in the dis-
tance yesterday; a block, perhsps two,
away; 1 did not sak.”

‘It is where I supposed. I remem-
ber the vacant lot there. We have a
few moments more; will you me
shout, your machine? I—I know so
little, and—and surely I ought to know
something.”

—

what this Hight you comtemplate ean
be safely made?

“None whatever, Mademoiselle,”
sm.il.in#y. “With me it is but one of

many.
i “%m, but not under such conditions;
in the dark, without the assistance of
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ciation. I preferred to drive myself,
decilmn_Fb:,!l:iez boy offered for that pur-
pose. were no other pre

tions to make; and =0, on the day fol-
lowi that esrmest student, Mr.
m:.nﬂey, might have besn seen
smokin is pi on the ecairn hill
in a white mackintosh, for was there
not s threat of rain in the air? while
Mr. Thomas Hearne lay hid amongst
the stones watching the effect of the
?nsl through his pocket telescope.

e rzgorted all well; Julius Craig had
undoubiedly noticed the white water-
proof, and understood
waiting for him.

I rould talk to you for an hour of
our doings in the next three weeks.
We Liv on the edge of s powder
barrel in which we had set the fuse.
Never & morning but we were up with
the sun, staring to windward for
signs of the weather., Would it be
today, tomorrow—not at all? A nerv-
ous msn would not have stood that
sta-u?; 8:1:. ;e !:vm r:lotl a neidrotic
couple, the old chap and I.

As hard and keen and clever as a
lIad of # was Thomas Hearpe. It
was he who spent the day in Ply-
mouth, returning with a wig and long
overcoat that might temporarily con-
ceal the convict’s identity until he

that we were

could change his yellow prison uniform
slready E

for the clothes I had
it was™ he who ?tlwmd to hi
all the weather lore of the village

until he had b&ome a better prophet
than the wisest vetersn of the moors,
Two fogs we had, but during the
first the convicts were kept within the
walls; while before the other caught
them the warders had time to rush
the gangs back to their cells. Yet
Hearne never lost Lewr nt these de-
lays, cheering me b into patience

with the strength of his own oer-
tainty.

- 't you worry, Kingsley,” he
would say; *‘ What is fated to
cannot bé prevented, and Prowvi
will see to 1t that Julius Craig comes
to us soomn.

ill, as if it were his only
son for whom he waited. There was
something inhuman in his merciless
self-sacrifice; but 1 had no reason to
complsin, for it lightened the burden
on my shoulders.

(Caatinued on page 10.)




